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FOREWORD 


HIS little book of verse is offered to friends of the 
A author as a memento. It is made up of poems 
selected from a considerable mass of manuscript 

and they are here printed without essential change. 


It is hoped and believed that they will be felt as 
an attempt to express in some measure her own fe- 
sponse to the influences of nature in her various forms, 


whether joyous or somber, and the mysteries of human 
life. 


The keenness and perennial character of that re- 
sponse were ensured by her genius for friendship, her 
strong inborn sense of humor, her courage and loyalty, 
and her love of ‘‘all things both great and small.” 


C: B. G. 
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THE ROSES OF GRANDMOTHER’S TIME 


There are roses of many tints 
Growing in many a clime, 

To me there are none so lovely 

As those of our grandmother’s time. 


There are the roses called Damask, 
Provence roses, growing low, 

And the pure white ones, so bride-like, 
And those of the rich yellow glow. 


All bring us memories fragrant, 

I choose from among all those 

What our grandmothers loved dearest 
The little pink cinnamon rose. 


The little cinnamon roses 

Growing near grandmother’s door, 
How a glimpse of them will take us 
Straight back to the dear days of yore! 


How often we find them growing 
Where only a chimney stands 
And we see as we look upon them 
The planter with loving hands, 


As she set them by the door-step, - 
Perchance but a blushing bride 
Viewing the newly-built homestead 
With a hearty and honest pride. 


ee 


And all through the years that followed 
With their joy and sorrow and pain, 
We feel she gathered courage 

When her roses bloomed again. 


But she and her dear loved one 

Are now lying side by side, 

The children they reared and cherished 
Have been scattered far and wide. 


And the house itself has crumbled 
All but the chimney of stone 
Grimly standing there year by year, 
And keeping its vigil alone, 


But for the stout little rose-bush 
That ever nearer doth climb, 
Bearing the cinnamon roses 

That grew in our grandmother’s time. 


[8] 


MY VISITORS’ BOOK 


I sought the old oak on a winter’s day 
When all around the white snow lay, 

And on this carpet patterned neat 

Were scattered prints of woodfolks’ feet; 
Squirrel and mouse, rabbit and deer, 

And tiny bird tracks, all were here. 

Each sought perchance some bit of food, 

Or warmth from wintry winds so rude, 
And as they thus came flocking to the tree 
Their little feet wrote all their names for me. 
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A HOLD-UP 


As I walked down a narrow path 
All grown with white birch trees, 
My right of way was questioned 
By a flock of chickadees. 


They ordered me to stand still, 
And flying down quite nigh, 
Examined me right carefully 
Before they'd pass me by. 


After much deliberation 
And many arguments, 


They decided I was harmless 
And of no consequence. 


Oak Farm 
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BY THE SEA IN WINTER 


Leaden and dark the water 

And white with snow the shores, 
While sifting snowflakes fill the air 
And the shrill siren roars. 


Gone is the soft white summer cloud, 

And the bright blue of the sky. 

Gone the green grass and dear loved flower 
And the white sail flitting by. 


Oh, how I love it all, 
Shadow, snow, green grass, sun; 


Each has its beauty, each its bird, 
There’s joy in every one. 


Esker Pt. 
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A BRIGHT DAY 


A long rainy day in the attic, so quiet 

Save rain on the roof, and my thoughts running riot. 
I read musty books, and search in old chests, 

Examine quaint clothes in which ancestors dressed, 
Look over the shells by old sea captains brought, 
Admire the embroideries by grandmother wrought. 

I smell the old herbs, hanging dry from the beam, 
And try on queer bonnets that once were a dream. 

I set the big spinning wheel whirling like mad. 

Oh, how can folks ever call rainy days sad ? 

The gaiest and cheerfulest days !—here’s the proof, 
The house’s full of song, when there’s rain on the roof. 
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WHEN I’M CHURNING 


When the butter’s long in coming 

In the earthen churn so brown, 

Though I keep the dasher humming 

Up and down and up and down, 

It will only swash and spatter— 

Keeps me wond’ring what’s the matter, 
When I’m churning. 


When discouraged I am working 
And good fortune seems to frown, 
Still you’ll not find dasher shirking, 
Up and down and up and down. 
Of a sudden comes the butter, 
Puts me in a gentle flutter 

When I’m churning. 


When all kinds of thoughts are winging 

To my mind, a study brown, 

If I keep a dasher swinging 

Up and down and up and down, 

It acts as a separator, 

Golden thoughts come to me later, 
F’en as churning. 


Oak Farm, 1909 
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SPRING IS HERE 


Spring, Spring is here 

Just as we’ve oft recalled her, 

With song of sparrow, robins’ call, 

And bluebirds’ warble floating over all, 

The flooding brook that seemed of late so small, 
And the dear redwing on the tasseled alder. 


IN APRIL 


This morning early there came down 

A flock of robins on the town; 

It seemed as if their cheerful mood 

Had changed the whole wide world for good. 


TO A JUNCO 


How brave a front with thy dark shield 
Thou bearest in cold winter’s weather, 

Yet let us once advance too near, 

How soon thou showest the white feather! 
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A CRYPTOGRAM 


Today a large moth miller, lustrous white 
Came to my portal dark, and did alight; 
"Twas like a vision in the-night 

When darkness floods us round. 


And all about upon his pearly wings, 

Were wrought in black most magic pencilings. 
I cried—‘‘some message strange he brings, 
Would he its truth might sound!” 


He stayed there many hours ere that he flew 
But what the word he bore I never knew. 

It could not pierce my dull brain through, 

I was too worldly bound. 
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PLACES OF REMEMBRANCE 


I love the monarch oak which long hath stood 
A king among its fellows of the wood, 

I love it for its gray and furrowed bark, 

I love it for its green leaves cool and dark, 

I love its memories of years agone, 

Long years, ere that our fathers yet were born, 
But most of all, it holds for me this charm 
That once beneath its wide protecting arm 
There sat a little laddie dear to me, 

Gazing with awe upon the ancient tree. 


I love our river with its ceaseless tide, 

I love its sloping banks on either side, 

I love it when its waves are leaping high, 

I love its glassy calm, when breezes die, 

I love it for the golden evening glow 

Upon its waters, when the sun is low, 

But most of all it holds for me this charm 
That once it lent its sweet and cooling balm 
To a loved laddie, who with splashing tread 
In its safe shallows played, in suit of red. 
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I love the brook, which crosses neath the road, 
There horses drink, and rest them from their load, 
I love it for its pebbles down below 

With shadows passing o’er them to and fro, 

I love it for the flowers along its brink, 

I love it for the birds that come to drink, 

But most of all it holds for me this charm 

That once upon its waters free from harm 

A barefoot laddie sailed his tiny boat 

Laughing to see his own prized craft afloat. 


I love an old house in a country lane, 

I love its shingles gray with weather stain, 
I love its chimney, with its ancient date, 

I love its lichen-covered fence and gate, 

I love its old-time furnishings, 

I love the fire that in its fireplace sings, 
But most of all it holds for me this charm 
That once it sheltered in its happy calm 
A little lad, whose merry shout at play 
Rings through the years, unto this day. 
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A SAMPLER 


Great-grandma’s childhood is to me expressed 
By ancient sampler, found in garret chest. 
Mellowed by age, the color lingers 
In memory of little fingers, 

Which long ago with slow and painful care 
In cross-stitch wrought the patterns there. 
Quaint fashioned posies made the border, 
Inside, the alphabet stood in order; 

To aid youth in this life’s fresh morning 
A mournful verse, with awful warning, 
Then name and age she did affix— 

“Done by Mehitabel, aged six.” 
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THE DIAL 


I would my face 
Like to a dial 
Show no trace 
Of cloud or trial; 


Only the hours 
With sunlit spaces, 
Golden flowered, 
Leave their traces. 
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A SUMMER SCHOOL 


A school of busy bees 
In the blossoming trees 
All conning their lessons aloud. 


‘Tis manual training 
Which they are attaining, 
The noisy industrious crowd. 


With motions quite funny 
They gather the honey 
To take to the queen-bee, the proud. 


It’s a bees’ summer school 


And you'll find it a rule 
To hum sums and fly in a crowd. 
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“A LITTLE CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM” 


From ancient times 

Great men of thought, 

Artists and poets, 

Have their influence wrought 

On us, from every land, from sea to sea. 


Stronger than all 
Though short his day, 
Heart of our hearts 
- Who might not stay, 
A little child is leading you and me. 
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MY MOTHER’S STEP 


Sometimes there comes to me 
In quiet night, 
Or busy day, 
The sense in some mysterious way 
Of things kept close in memory’s store, 
And I can hear my mother’s step along the floor. 


Oh, come to me 
Sweet sense, 
Dear sound, 
And let me feel the love that folds me round, 
And while I linger on this earthly shore 
Oh, let me hear my mother’s step along the floor. 


Esker, 1904 
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TO A BUTTERFLY 


O butterfly so small and blue, 
Exquisite hue, 
Devotion true goes out to you. 


I too wear blue, but human mine 


In shade and line, 
Compared with thine, which is divine. 
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RECOMPENSE 


In her garden, low and prying 

Was the tired weeder sighing. 

All around the weeds were growing 
Every moment taking root. 

In this fight, who was the gainer? 
Every green and low retainer 
Sprang up boldly, without caution 
Sprang up even ‘neath her foot. 


But the weeder still resisted 

Even as the weeds persisted, 

While the seeds which she had planted 
Were so slow to get a start. 

Spite of bruise and cut and blister 

And the burn where sun had kissed her 
She kept up her patient labor 

For the garden held her heart. 


In the end she was the victor 

E’en though thorns had torn and pricked her, 
And the paths where stones had bothered _ 
Grew at last all smooth and brown. 

Yes, for all her pain and trouble 

Scarlet poppies paid her double 

And the iris standing stately 

In its royal purple gown. 


| 24 } 


And the pansies lowly growing 

With their velvet colors glowing 

Gave her comfort, gave her hearts-ease, 
Gave her thoughts before unknown. 
Larkspur blue as skies above her, 
Mignonette where bees oft hover, 
Columbine with nodding blossoms— 
What seemed toil to one of these? 


Her reward was sure, not speedy. 

As the garden grew less weedy, 

Aches and pains were all forgotten, 

Or seemed far away and few. 
Fragrance sweet and pungent blending, 
Color soft and vivid, sending 
Happiness to one who loved them, 
Harvested each day anew. 
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A HERMIT THRUSH 


Down in the deep wood, on a lowly bush, 
I saw a mottle-breasted thrush, 

And wondered, which thrush he might be. 
He eyed me with solemnity, 

Then gravely turning, with a hop 

Lifted his tail and let it drop— 

Enough, I know which friend of mine 
Always used that countersign. 
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BROOKSIDE THOUGHTS 


I said—this brook, which trickling glides 
Between its rooty banks, 

Its mossgrown stones, where the trout hides, 
Where bathes the bird with thanks, 


Where bloom the cowslips and the cress, 
Where at eve drinks the deer, 

This brook, I said, I do possess, 

My own to love and hear. 


But the brook said, though gurglingly, 
Your love is a passing thing 
Dependent on the flowers you see 
Along my banks in the spring. 


I am betrothed to only one 
That one the faithful sea. 
Whether I come adorned or no, 
He ever welcomes me. 
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FOX SPARROWS 


In March I walk among the ground-strewn oak leaves, 
brown and sere, 

Looking to see some springtime sign appear ; 

Anon there comes a rustle and a scratching near at 
hand, 

Then the sweetest notes, which make me spellbound 
stand. 

As if touched by magic wand, the brown leaves seem 
to fly, 

I look, and see the dear fox sparrows darting by. 
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TO PHGBE IN OCTOBER 


Phcebe appeared to us today 
Jerking her tail in the same old way, 
Acting as if she meant to stay, 


Flying the woodpile to explore, 
Looking the old shed o’er and o’er, 
And lighting once above the door, 


Calling her name repeatedly 
That we might know ’twas surely she 
Who perches on our door-yard tree. 


Came she in reminiscent mood, 
Or planning nest for next year’s brood, 
Or just to find her insect food? 


Whatever brings the phebe here 


At any season of the year, 
Her homely ways are ever dear. 
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FICKLENESS ? 


1 


Today I wandered by the sea, 

How soon its charm was over me, 
Of breeze, of saltness and the blue! 

I was enamoured ere I knew. 

The wild, shrill screaming of the tern 
Made all the heart within me burn. 

I watched the boats go sailing past, 
Their white sails tugging at the mast, 
And then I wondered how I could 
Have left these for the leafy wood. 


Esker Pt., August 17 
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And now I’m back in wood and Iane, 
The rosebreast sings to me again; 

By roadsides, with its spicy sweet, 
The clethra stands and seems to greet. 
Behold another spell is cast, 

As strong and potent as the last! 
Was ever nature half so dear 

As in the trees and flowers here? 

But yesterday, it comes to me, 

I was enamoured of the sea! 


Oak Farm, August 18 
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TO ONE ABSENT 


Yesterday sky and water, all was gray. 
The strong wind tossed the white caps’ spray 
And set the tall shore grasses all asway. 
Oh, joy to be alive on such a day! 
I loved it all—and you. 


Today the sky and water, all is blue. 
The waves are still, the grasses quiet too, 
_ And over all the golden sunshine’s hue. 
Ah, all the world is good and true! 
I love it all—and you. 


Esker 
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HIDE AND SEEK 


Come hear a secret that I know; 

Under the north wind’s bitter blow, 

Under a weight of ice and snow, 

Crouching and bending and hiding low 
Is the little checkerberry. 


While so many plants are dead, 
The little wintergreen instead 
Only out of sight has fled, 
With its berries, round and red, 
Waiting there so cheerily. 


There they stay till suns of spring 
Take away their covering. 
Children then delight to bring 
This bright, spicy offering 


To some dear one, merrily. 
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A SILHOUETTE 


And old gilt frame, 
Profile of jet, 
Time-colored mat— 
A silhouette! 


The face, they say 
Was pink and white 
And blue eyes graced 
This dainty wight; 


A dimpling face, 
Hair all aglow, 
And ribbon gay 
In the long ago. 


Oh, colors bright! 

I see you yet 

Through grandmamma’s 
Dark silhouette. 
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APRIL 


The brown thrush came along today 
Singing in his impulsive way, 
Repeating his most sage advice 

A second time, and even thrice, 

In a way, quite operatic, 

Making it the more emphatic. 
Thrashing about the tangled brush. 

I love the talkative brown thrush. 
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LONGINGS IN MAY 


There’s nothing makes me sadder 
Than mundane things in May, 
To have to bide within doors 
When trees start to be gay; 


To have to mind my duty 

When birds are on the wing, 

And from the south the migrants 
Come nightly travelling. 


The whole year my prayer is 
That I be free in May, 

And if disappointment comes 
Then with heartache I pray— 


Give me the grace to bear it 
Keep cheerful on the way, 
Though long the days between 
Before the next sweet May. 
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PEACH BLOOMS 


Kissed by the sun, the peach buds rush 

Into full bloom, a flooding blush. 

But should these rosy promises all fail 
Leaving no fruity treasures in their trail, 
Should late frost blight, or winds prove rough, 
Our eyes have feasted—'tis enough! 
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TO GRAPE BLOOMS 


O’er this old world each year 

The same perfumes come stealing, 
Sweet odors full of cheer 

And pungent whiffs with healing. 


Shrub and tree, vine and grass 

Send rivulets, joining great 

Summer streams which rise and pass 
Laden with sweetest freight. 


The rose’s luscious scent, 
Heliotrope, lily, pansy, 
Mingled with balm and mint, 
Thyme, lavender and tansy. 


O’er garden walls they rise 
From field and lane and wood 
Flooding the country side, 

A tonic for our good. 
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AUTUMN GLORY 


There never was a sight more fair 

Than golden tulip tree in air 

Against a cloudless sky of blue! 

Its tall trunk dark, its leaves of purest chrome 
In contrast with that shining dome 

Is a glorious thing to view. 

I often wonder in these autumn days, 

When colors rare are lavished on our ways, 

If heaven show harmony more true. 
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A ROSE FROM A FRIEND 


There’s a charm to a rose 

Wherever it grows, 

Whatever the tint nature over it throws, 
But no fragrance compares 

However it blend 

To that of a rose from the hand of a friend. 


Its message is rare 

Read from petals so fair. 

It heartens and freshens a soul like a prayer. 

There’s nothing can color and change one’s whole trend 
Of thought, like a rose from the heart of a friend. 


From a sick-bed, 1919 
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THE YELLOW-BREASTED CHAT 


Whistling, calling, 

Tumbling, falling, 

Bird of renown! 

Wearing breast of brightest yellow 
Surely you’re a jolly fellow. 


Stooping, peering, 

Singing, jeering, 

Fine feathered clown! 

I who stand here listening, still 
Find thou art most versatile. 
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OWLS 


An owl is hooting in the dark 

“Who wh’o, who-wh’o; who wh’o, who-who’ah.”’ 
I wonder is he on a lark 

Or in some pain, I am not sure. 


And yet it seems a lusty call 
Half solemn and half funning, 
It doesn’t frighten me at all, 
In fact—I think it stunning. 


I wonder if his lady love 

Likes so much noise and fussing, 
Or wishes he’d speak like the dove 
When heart matters discussing. 


But he’s persistent—every night 
With ‘“wh’o, who-wh’o, who-who’ah,”’ 
And soon she’ll think it must be right, 
Such feeling must endure. 
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A VACATION TRIP 


As I sit here a-shelling peas 

My mind goes wandering over seas. 

The porch grown dim, becomes as naught, 
My hands work on, but without thought, 
And as I launch each tiny boat 

My mind goes out far, far afloat. 

No plans have I, but free I rove 

From fields of snow to orange grove, 

And all the time I sit at ease 

Here on the porch a-shelling peas. 


I see bright birds and tall palm trees, 
Eat dates and feel the tropic breeze, 
And when I launch another pod 

I see deep snow lie rod on rod, 

And bears and ice and esquimos. 

And following closely after those 

I find myself in gay Paris 

Where wondrous works of art I see, 
And all the time, as these things please 
My hands are busy shelling peas. 
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Then on Swiss mountain tops I stand 

And view the snow-crowned peaks, so grand. 
Next fair Japan before me goes 

And ’tis the time of sweet peach blows. 

But stay, my hands have empty grown 

And I am sitting here alone. 

Green pods are lying on the floor, 

The robins’ song rings out once mote, 

I scent the rose, and hear the bees— 

I am come back from over seas. 


Esker, August 
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WHEN THE LAW IS OFF 


Go hide little quail, 
Hide wing, head and tail. 
Don’t flutter or fly, 
A hunter comes nigh 

So low lie! 


Hide low in the grass, 

Let the bold hunter pass. 

Don’t cluck and don’t stir. 

If he hears but a whirr 
You must die! 


I’ll never betray 

Your whereabouts, nay 

Away I will lead 

Any man with such greed 
So don’t fly! 
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ST. VALENTINE—1908 


If I could choose a voice 

To bear my love to thee, 

"Twould be the thrushes’ note 

So full of melody. 

It should in some deep wood cause thee to stand apart, 

While this sweet voice should pour my love upon thy 
heart. 


If I could choose a flower 

To bear my love to thee, 
*Twould be the pink wild rose 
For what so sweet as she? 


“wy love should wafted be by nature’s subtlest art, 


With perfume of the rose my love should reach thy 
heart. 
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OCTOBER 


When milkweed seeds are sailing 
Lighter than any feather, 

And sumacs turning crimson 
And bright and gay the weather ; 
When oaks are scarlet in the sun 
And the hills are blue with haze, 
And the hickories are yellow, 

I call those rarest days! 


When huckleberry bushes flame 

And beeches are a glory, 

And White-throats in the early morn 
Are telling their sweet story; 

When hermit thrushes hasten south 
And act so shy and sober, 

I know full well, when these things be, 
It really is October. 
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THE LIFE OF THE HOUSE 


Tonight he will not come, 

The house is dull, the hours are long, 
I too am sad and dumb, 

My work seems always wrong. 


Another night has come 

The house is full of joy and song, 
All work goes with a hum 

We'll hear a step ere long. 


Oak Farm 
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RESURRECTION 


‘‘,..and he shall rise up at the voice of the bird.” —Eccl. 12:4. 


Waked by a bird’s sweet voice 
Ever would be my choice, 
My daybreak call! 


To haste with eager bound 
At such inspiring sound 
To meet the day! 


May my last waking be 

From death’s long dormancy 
By voice of bird. 

Happy, refreshed, wide-eyed 


To face the unknown tide, 
Immortal life! 


March, 1921 
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